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wick of this used-up candle from the grease in which it was
drowned, and it crossed his consciousness, as they fumbled over
this job with equal indifference to the risk they ran of setting
the place on fire, that there was a disturbing resemblance be-
tween their methods of going to work.
When the lantern was at last really alight they both straight-
ened their long backs and stared for an uneasy moment at each
other.
Dud had never had a chance of looking at such quite close
quarters into Uryen's face and although what he saw was
affected by the Rembrandtesque chiaroscuro of the lantern's
rays, it did strike him that the man was much older than he
appeared to be from a distance. And as they stared at each
other, both a little hypnotized by the strangeness of the oc-
casion, there moved at the bottom of No-man's mind the same
wild fantasy he had dallied with once or twice before—not
taking it seriously but playing with it as you might, just for
sport, pass a finger through a candle-flame: what, in the mon-
strous madness of destiny, if none other than Enoch Quirm
had been his mother's unknown lover?
Yes, the man's face was an old face, for all his black hair;
and for all its majesty of lineaments its skin was full of blotches
and creases that this damned lantern-light drew forth. It was
a sodden face when you looked closely at it, a monstrous and
sodden face, and yet it had touched his mother's, had pressed
itself against his mother's, had sloppered its saliva over his
mother's!
No! He could imagine this man his mother's lover; but
when it came to—Why! this great leathery face must have
lifted itself up from touching hers at the very moment	But
no! he must not, he would not, conjure up any more.
It was the man himself who was the first to bring this hyp-
notic stare to an end. He moved across to the further side of
the loft and began striking a match there. The danger of this
proceeding seemed more evident to No-man from where he
stood by the lantern than it had done when he was helping the
fellow; and he called out: "Take care, sir! You'll set the place
on fire!"
At the sound of his voice the other looked up from what he
was about and trampled violently on the match he had dropped.
No-man approached him and he lit another match. With the

